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To my mom,


With fond memories and so much appreciation for all the special things you sewed for me over the years.

I will always miss you.
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Chapter 1


After the massive LAX and bustling YVR, Greenridge’s solitary airport seemed tinier than ever, but it was still too busy for Brian’s taste. He scrubbed his hands over his face, weary to the core and badly in need of a shower, a shave and about twenty hours sleep.

He strode toward the baggage carousel, where a single chute served each flight, keeping his head down and his eyes averted, hoping to avoid bumping into anyone he knew. He already missed the anonymity of the bigger cities and the solitude of the beaches he’d explored solo the past few months. Ah, well. He couldn’t put off dealing with his parents’ insanity forever—unfortunately. Also, all that aside, it would be nice to collect a paycheck again. He’d save for another big trip, an even longer escape. Maybe he’d travel permanently.

He shook his head at that last thought. He was as prone to self-deception as anyone, but he couldn’t deny it. As much as he had needed the time away, a bigger part of him longed for his own bed, his library, his stereo and music collection, and art work he’d purchased, things that meant something to him personally and weren’t just decorations in some snazzy hotel. It sucked beyond sucked that his own family had chased him away from his home.

Sighing heavily, Brian sidestepped the gangly legs of a bunch of teenagers plunked down in the middle of the aisle. Then he almost walked smack dab into a crying, blotchy faced woman and her two small children. Her obvious upset contrasted sharply with her very put together vintage look. She wore a formfitting navy wool skirt with a matching high-buttoned jacket, ivory stockings, and round-toed apple red pumps. Even her suitcases looked more suited to Downton Abbey than modern day British Columbia.

The family was huddled near one of the check-in lines, no doubt fresh from seeing someone off. Such drama. Brian held back a literal growl, reached out to steady the child nearest to him, so he wouldn’t bowl her over—then, damn it anyway, had to stop mid-stride again because a clerk rushed from behind the counter to accost the woman. Between the frazzled clerk, the crying family, and enough luggage to sink a battleship—oh, so maybe they weren’t seeing someone off, after all—Brian’s escape route was completely blocked.

“I’m so sorry, but you have to understand. It’s policy.” The clerk was all big eyes and sleek hair, and normally Brian would’ve taken a second look or sparked up conversation, but his “normal” had split months ago. All he was left with was this miserable, lame ass version of himself, the one who couldn’t find the energy to check out a pretty lady, let alone the drive to flirt, make small talk, or pretend to give a shit in the hopes of a bit of fun. What was the point? These days women always seemed to want more than he had to offer—and the more cases he handled at work, the more he realized he never wanted to offer more. Love? Pah. And worse, marriage. Don’t even get him started. He’d rather eat glass. Why couldn’t people hang out, have fun, slake their lust and call it good?

His face must’ve conveyed his mood because the bawling mom gave him a wary look and tried to shuffle her brood out of his way. The baggage cart had a rickety wheel, however, and when she moved it, a pet carrier on top of her pile of suitcases tottered.

“No!” the woman shrieked.

Brian managed to catch the container just before it fell. A scruffy rat-like dog—or at least Brian thought it was a dog—glared out at him and started to yip.

“Thank you.” The woman took the caged muppet from Brian.

“Ma’am,” the clerk tried again, and this time the mom didn’t ignore her. She wheeled around furiously.

“Stop ma’aming me like you don’t know who I am, Marie. And if you’re looking for some sort of absolution, some word that it’s okay, that I understand, it’s not going to happen. You, as you said, were doing your job. Bully for you. Now leave me alone.”

“But what are you going to do?”

“I have no idea,” the woman said, fresh tears coursing down her already swollen features. “No idea at all.”

The crated rat-dog whined. The smaller of the two children, a boy in a T-Rex T-shirt, whimpered. The little girl Brian had almost tripped over reached out and wordlessly patted her mother’s arm.

Good night, what a gong show.

“Excuse me,” Brian muttered, moving futilely to his left, then equally futilely to his right, trying to get past.

Suddenly there was a police officer in the fray. “Are you Katelyn Kellerman, ma’am?”

The woman rolled her eyes, then nodded. Katelyn Kellerman. Something about the name was familiar, but Brian couldn’t immediately place it.

“I’m Constable Gerald Le Clair. Are you aware that you’re in breach of your custody agreement?”

More tears. How did the woman have any saline left to shed? “Come on, Gerry. We live in Armpit, BC. Why does everyone keep pretending we don’t all know who’s who?”

Under his buzz cut and navy blue forge cap, Constable “Gerry” Le Clair was stone-faced and serious.

The woman—Katelyn—sighed. “I had a notarized letter from Steve, giving permission for the kids to travel. He changed his mind. It’s that simple.”

“But you are aware that the court ordered you not to travel out of the province?”

“I had a letter of permission! I thought if we both agreed—”

Le Clair held up his hand. “I only know what was reported to me. You’re not to leave—”

Katelyn interrupted. “I know, I know.” Something glinted in her eyes and Brian suddenly realized her tears weren’t sorrow or weakness. They were barely contained liquid fury. Her whole body shook with it.

“Mommy, why is a policeman here?” the girl child asked. At the sound of his sister’s voice, the boy jammed a thumb in his mouth and stopped whining. “Is it bad to visit Auntie Janet?”

“No, sweetie, of course not.” The woman stroked her daughter’s hair, a deep shiny mahogany that matched her own, and even managed a smile. “There’s just been a misunderstanding.”

“Because Daddy loves us and will never let us go?”

Brian cut a sharp look at the kid. Interesting—and awful—how words that should be lovely and reassuring were somehow creepy instead.

For a split second Le Clair’s expression changed, revealing he shared Brian’s opinion, then it went carefully blank once more. Brian scanned the woman’s face again. He was sure he knew her. What was the connection?

“Okay, so this was a misunderstanding. You’re not boarding, correct?” Le Clair asked sternly.

“That’s right. We’ll get it sorted.”

The clerk inched away, murmuring that she had to “get back,” and Brian noticed that the line of people waiting to check in had grown substantially in the minutes she’d been away from her post.

Le Clair raised his eyebrows at Brian as if they were in some sort of collusion. Brian nodded politely and the officer spoke, confirming Brian’s suspicions that he’d recognized him—but also revealing a false assumption.

“Okay, Ms. Kellerman, Katelyn, so long as you understand you’re not to leave town with the kids, there’s no problem. And if Brian Archer here is your lawyer, you’re in good hands. I suspect you’ll get the best of your husband in court yet.”

Brian shook his head. “I’m not her lawyer.”

“Oh, uh . . .”

Brian could practically see the man’s brain froth as he jumped to an even more erroneous idea, that Brian was her boyfriend or something. “No, man. I’m not her . . . anything. I’m just trying to get my bags. You guys are blocking the whole hallway.”

“Oh.” Le Clair nodded as if he finally understood something. “Oh.” He marched off, leaving Brian alone with the sniffling children, the stressed to the max mother, and the kennel of almost-but-not-quite-a-dog. He bobbed his head at Katelyn and felt that words of some kind were necessary before he too deserted her, crying and alone and apparently thwarted in her plans by some loser ex.

“Uh, sorry you’re going through all this.” He waved his hand at some general mess in the distance. “Seems rough.”

The woman nodded. “Thanks, Brian,” she said wearily and began straightening the luggage on the cart, making the stack of suitcases more organized, less tippy. “I’m sorry you had to witness all that. Totally humiliating.”

Something in the way she said his first name, and how she commented casually on her humiliation, stopped him. Sure Le Clair had dropped his name, but it rolled from her tongue like she knew him.

“Are we going to stay at Daddy’s house or at our apartment?” The girl’s question barely registered with Brian until the woman replied briskly, “Neither, sweetie. We don’t have our apartment anymore because we were going to live with my friend Janet for a bit, remember? But you don’t need to worry. We’ll find something.”

Yep, every single day Brian saw one more thing that cemented his opinion: committed relationships were for suckers—or people who needed to be committed. His little inner joke didn’t make him smile.

Katelyn rolled the cart a tentative inch or two. It was still wobbly. She lifted the dog carrier and handed it to her daughter. “Can you carry Monster for me?”

The girl obeyed promptly.

“Thanks, sweetie.” Katelyn held a hand out toward her son. He wrapped his fingers around her pinkie—obviously a mode of walking together they’d worked out some time ago—and she commenced pushing the cart in an awkward one-handed grip. The cart veered left as they went, and every few steps she had to stop and kick the front wheel to straighten its path.

Brian looked over at the luggage carousel. A small crowd had formed, but no bags spilled from the chute’s yawning mouth. He darted a look back at the young girl, who was uncomplainingly trudging forward to help her mom. He groaned inwardly. Damn it.

“You look like you have your hands full,” he said, “and my suitcase isn’t out yet. Can I help move your stuff for you?”

The rickety cart stopped. Katelyn raised her face to look at him directly, and they made eye contact for the first time since the whole debacle started. Large gray eyes with thick sooty lashes met his—and Brian finally put two and two together. Before he could stop himself, and before Katelyn nodded to accept his offer of help, he exclaimed, “Katelyn, as in Katie, as in Janet Smith’s friend and shadow all through school? Holy cow, I never would have—” He broke off, flourishing a hand at her. “I mean . . . ”

Katelyn, a.k.a. Katie, flushed. “Yeah, Janet’s shadow as you so nicely put it. No one calls me Katie anymore though—and don’t worry, I didn’t think you’d remember me.” Her shoulders jerked in a small self-deprecating shrug. “I wasn’t exactly the kind of girl you noticed.”

Brian took a step back, still mildly shocked. Katelyn. Of course. Crazy big charcoal gray eyes, large freckles on creamy skin, and a full heart-shaped mouth—that, if he remembered correctly, was quick to laugh and make sarcastic comments. She was apparently still obsessed with retro fashion, which her small frame and petite figure suited immensely. She’d been cute enough, but a year below him in school, which felt like a lot back then. Plus, Janet was a knock out. It would’ve been hard for anyone to shine next to her. Before he thought better of it, he grinned and winked. “What are you talking about? I notice every girl.”

One of Katelyn’s eyebrows arched and she shook her head derisively.

“So what do you say?” He pointed at the cart again.

The pink in Katelyn’s cheeks intensified, making the puffy, mottled effects of her recent weeping even more noticeable—but at least there were no more fresh tears.

“I say, well . . . okay. And thank you.”

Brian nodded and noticed a tiny crescent moon scar by her left eye, silvery-white against her heightened color. He figured under normal circumstances it was probably almost indiscernible. Embarrassed to find himself staring, he grabbed the handle of the cart. “Where to?”

Katelyn hesitated for a second then replied, “The cafeteria, please.”


Chapter 2


Order placed, Katelyn walked back to the small cafeteria table where, of all the bizarre things, Brian Archer waited, one hand resting on her luggage cart.

She settled the kids into blue swiveling chairs, then rummaged for their water bottles in what would have been her carry-on bag, if life could ever, even once, give her a break. The kids slurped their drinks like she’d been depriving them of fluids for a year not an hour, and the counter girl brought out their food.

Both children grinned when they saw their dinosaur shaped chicken nuggets, and for a second it felt like a regular outing, one that involved a rare fast food treat. Then Brian cleared his throat and blew that fairy tale delusion all to heck. And why was he still at the table with them anyway? She’d already thanked him. He needed to go already.

She stole a covert glance at him. Why wouldn’t he go? He may not have recognized her first off—and no wonder—but she’d known him the instant he appeared, seeming disgruntled by their very existence. His sandy blond hair was longer than he used to wear it, and it was tousled like he’d just come from bed or the beach or something. Stubble lined his square jaw, and the years since school had given him light creases on either side of his mouth and a slightly brooding wrinkle on his forehead, tempered by tiny laugh lines—all which suited him. His dress shirt was a little rumpled and untucked from his beige Dockers, and its top two buttons were undone. All that was surface stuff though; only his eyes were truly different. Oh, they were the same captivating color of stormy sea that she remembered, but they were tired or something. They didn’t sparkle with intrigue or light up in teasing interest the way they had when she’d known him before, when he dated her best friend. Even when he’d made his flirtatious crack about noticing every girl, they hadn’t lightened.

She suddenly realized she was staring at Brian like she’d never seen an attractive man before in her life. Cringing mortification flooded through her. She busied herself opening the kids’ honey-mustard dips and doling out napkins, so Brian wouldn’t see her face and possibly guess her thoughts. Even in the privacy of her own head she sounded like some sad, desperate nutcase. And good grief, it wasn’t like she’d had that huge a crush on him back in the day or anything. She’d just been aware that she really liked how he looked. And now she was noticing that she still did.

Focus, she commanded herself. You’ve got bigger issues to worry about—like what on earth are you and the kids going to do? Where are you going to stay?

Before she could think on it more, Brian shocked her further. He slid into a chair beside Lacey. He was going to sit with them? Why? Her heart jumped a little in panic. She tried to keep her face neutral, to not glower, to not show nervousness or fear.

Stop it, she muttered to herself again. He’s not Steve. Not every guy acting nice is just acting. Not every man has a hidden agenda.

“So, uh, when you were ordering food, Lacey here introduced herself and said you don’t have any place to live.”

Katelyn’s face flamed yet again. Lacey had said what? Well, of course, she had. Great, just great. One part of her felt relieved. She always worried that through example she might have taught her kids to keep too quiet, or to feel shame over things they should never have witnessed, let alone feel responsible for.

In the early years, she’d tried her best to counteract those unspoken lessons through words: You can share any story. You can tell any detail. You can talk about anything. Nothing has to be secret. And now, or for the past two years anyway, she’d tried to teach it by example, but it was hard to know, to believe, to trust, that she could undo the damage that had been done and could keep a sense of silence and shame from being a life sentence—especially if she couldn’t get her kids away from Steve permanently. So no, she’d never fault Lacey for being open and truthful or tell her not to talk about certain things . . . but honestly, was it too much to ask that she escape this day with one shred of dignity left?

Katelyn shook her head briskly. “I wouldn’t say that exactly. I mean we gave notice on our apartment, and—”

“There’s a zero percent vacancy rate,” Lacey piped in.

Shit. Katelyn bit her lip. How on earth had she overheard all that? It made her feel like her heart was caving in to hear it relayed so matter-of-factly. That was the worst part of this whole mess of trying to break free of Steve’s control—how much the kids picked up, how much of their innocence was robbed, how many adult cares it put on them, despite her best intentions. Lacey must’ve eavesdropped the last time she and Janet talked on the phone.

“Is that true?” Brian asked, frowning.

Katelyn shrugged. She needed to get rid of him. Her affairs were none of his business. “Look,” she said. “I appreciate your kindness, but the kids need to eat and I need to adjust my plans and get stuff organized for tonight. I can handle things from here.”

He looked at her for a moment, then nodded. As he stood up, her phone rang. She forced a smile, waved, and looked at her call display. Unknown caller. Biting her lip, she pressed Talk. “Hello?”

“Katelyn, honey, I hear there was a mix up at the airport and you couldn’t take off as planned. What happened?”

Steve. She let his concerned (oily and fake) voice finish his sentence, then nodded as if considering something. “Yes, there was some confusion. I can’t talk about it right now though. Thanks for calling.” She clicked End before he could get another word in, hoping beyond hope that she had sounded genuinely unfazed.

She’d read somewhere that people like Steve thrive on knowing that they’re getting to you, that you’re afraid or intimidated. That all they want is to continue being in a relationship with you, no matter what, so any form of engagement—arguments, fear, begging, warning, reasoning, bartering—all feels like a win.

Katelyn recognized the truth in the advice, but honestly, it was a lot easier said than done.

She popped a fry into her mouth, but could hardly chew and swallow. Brian was still standing there.

“How are you getting to town? Do you need a ride to a hotel?” he asked.

Her eyes narrowed. “It’s disconcerting to have someone refuse to take no for an answer,” she said. “I have no idea why you’re being so pushy, and I don’t care if I seem rude. I appreciated your help with the cart, but that’s enough. It’s not gallant to force aid on someone who has told you they’re fine. It’s inappropriate.”

Brian stepped back as if slapped and his face reddened. “Uh, yeah, sorry. I thought . . .” He didn’t bother to elaborate on what he’d thought exactly, just apologized again and left.

Lacey looked down at her plate.

What now? Katelyn thought. What now?

“I might have accidentally told him that you quit your job and sold our car for extra cash,” Lacey blurted—again quoting Katelyn’s words to Janet almost verbatim.

“I’m sorry,” Lacey added before her mom could say anything. “I know I don’t need to tell everyone our life story.”

Ouch, the kid really was a parrot!

“I just thought he was nice, plus he knows Auntie Janet. I was trying to be polite and talk so it wasn’t all weird and quiet.”

Katelyn exhaled and willed away the stupid tears threatening yet again. She smiled with sincere fondness at her daughter. “One: you can tell people anything you want. No secrets, remember? Unless it’s something fun like a surprise birthday party or something. Two: Brian probably is nice, but sometimes seeming nice isn’t the same thing as actually being a good or safe person, so always be careful, okay? Most people are safe and kind, but some are not. It’s good you told me what you guys talked about—and never, no matter what, go off with anybody without clearing it with me first, right?”

Lacey nodded.

“And three,” Katelyn smiled again, “like you could ever go five minutes without talking.”

Lacey giggled. “Yeah, that’s true.”

“Now eat up, you guys. I’m going to find us a place to stay tonight.”

Sawyer made a small dinosaur growl, and both Katelyn and Lacey looked at him in surprise. He chomped a nugget.

Lacey grinned. “Grrr yourself!”

Katelyn took one of Sawyer’s small hands and one of Lacey’s, and squeezed them softly.

“It’s going to be okay, right, Mom?” Lacey asked, squeezing back.

“Yeah, right, Mom?” Sawyer echoed, surprising Katelyn again.

“It’s going to be better than okay,” Katelyn said with forced optimism. “It’s going to be great.”

And inside her head, she said, Please, let that be true. Please. And please help me figure out what to do.


Chapter 3


Brian couldn’t decide which was more irritating, the idiots standing in the queue to see where their missing bags were, or the airline for having only one—one!—customer service rep on duty. Could the line move any slower? Could it? The hairy, foulmouthed jerk ahead of him obviously thought so. He seemed to be on a personal mission to hold things up further by cursing a blue streak and generally being a douche.

By the time it was Brian’s turn to step up, however, his temper wasn’t much better than the jerk’s. The woman at the counter, a curvy redhead with tired eyes, whose name tag identified her as Susan, explained that his suitcases had been held back in Vancouver. Then she lifted her hands slightly as if to ward off a verbal beating. Brian was sure the gesture was unconscious, but it made him feel badly all the same—and it took all the piss and vinegar out of him.

“And I thought I was having a bad day,” he drawled.

Susan looked up at the note in his voice, cautiously curious. A wan smile played over her lips. “It’s not bad news to find out your luggage didn’t land with you?”

“Oh no, don’t kid yourself, it sucks. I’ve been awake for over twenty-four hours, and I just want to be home, but it still beats being the person who has to tell irate Greenridgers they’ve been separated from their loot.”

Susan’s smile deepened. “It’s true that I’ve had better days.”

Brian sighed with mock seriousness. “I hear you, and I didn’t even bring booze in my carry-on. What am I supposed to do without my duty free?”

“I have a feeling you’ll survive.” Her eyes twinkled a bit now.

“I guess I’ll have to,” he agreed.

“Thank you for being so understanding,” Susan glanced down at his ID, “Brian.”

“You’re very welcome . . . Susan.”

She grinned prettily once more and repeated her scripted apology, something about a last-minute change of planes in Vancouver because of a mechanical problem and less room in the cargo department.

Brian listened patiently, although the explanation didn’t help him now. He checked his watch. He’d been on the ground, in this airport, for almost two hours. First the family of tough breaks. Now this. What a waste of time!

Why are you so worried about time anyway? a little voice nagged. It’s not like you have anything to do or anyone to see, except your family. You should thank the airline for their ineptitude.

“So my suitcase will come in on the eleven-thirty flight?”

“Yes, but by the time they’re unloaded, it will be closer to midnight. Do you want me to call you?”

“No, no, that’s fine. Thanks, though. I’ll come back.”

He had started to walk away when Susan said, “Um, Brian?”

He turned.

She bit her lip and looked up at him from slightly lowered lashes.

“Yes?” he asked.

“I was wondering, if, well . . . I’m going on break in a few minutes. I could buy you a coffee if you wanted, or a beer and I’ll have the coffee.”

He wished he could scrounge up one iota of interest, but he couldn’t. “I’m sorry, you seem really great, but it’s not a good time for me.”

She shrugged. “Can’t blame a girl for trying, right?”

“Absolutely not, and thanks for the invite. You’ve boosted my ego for at least a week.”

She beamed and wished him a good night.

He didn’t bother heading to his condo. He was starving and he’d emptied his fridge before he left, knowing he’d be away for months. Instead he went to a country bar that he rarely frequented, figuring it was his best hope for privacy, and took a booth far away from the stage where live bands occasionally played.

He ordered a massive burger called the Big Bear with fries, then stared at some survival show playing in silent mode on the big screen above his head while he ate. His cell phone was going crazy with missed call alerts, but he decided not to listen to the messages. He’d been back in Greenridge for what, a couple hours? Give him a break. What was such a huge emergency that folks couldn’t leave him in peace until he shook off the tarmac’s dust?

It was hard to believe he’d been gone the better part of six months—and even more difficult to face the fact that he still didn’t know what he was going to do. He’d taken an unprecedented leave from work, much to the irritation of his boss, a.k.a. his father, to think things through—or that’s the excuse he’d given his mother anyway. Really he’d just been desperate to avoid, for once in his pathetic life, being caught in the middle of his parents’ terrible relationship. Fat lot of good it did him. All he’d actually succeeded at was burning through his savings and backlogging his cases at his dad’s firm. What should have been the trip of a lifetime was tainted by an endless reel of unhappy memories that moved relentlessly through his mind.

Duncan and I are getting a divorce. Our son Brian will be handling the details. Even now, almost a year since the farce of a thirty-fifth wedding anniversary party, where instead of a misty-eyed toast, his mother had made the shocking announcement that she was ending the marriage, the words were as sharp and freshly painful as when Brian first heard them.

What kind of mother assumed, without even asking, that her son would happily handle her divorce—from his own father? And what kind of father couldn’t seem to care less whether his son acted against him in a divorce settlement?

“Truth is, I’m relieved. I thought she’d get someone better,” had been Duncan’s only response when Brian asked if he should do it, or if it would come between them and affect things at work. And Brian had laughed at the comment, actually laughed, knowing full well that he was a damned good lawyer—and knowing his father knew it too. No doubt this inability to feel things or to articulate feelings in a remotely human manner (a quality Brian sometimes feared he’d inherited) was just one of the reasons his mother had finally had enough of Duncan.

Brian scrabbled at his plate for another fry, only to find he’d already eaten them all. He closed his eyes. For months after the anniversary party, he’d agonized about what to do. Then, still undecided, he’d fled for a “holiday.” And now? Now he was back, tanned but not rejuvenated, and still with less than no idea what the right thing to do was.

“That’s not true,” an inner voice intoned. “You know what to do, you’re just a wimp.”

When he returned to the airport just before midnight, his luggage, mercy of mercies, was finally ready for him. Even better, no crying women or children blocked his way. He was striding past the cafeteria, suitcase rolling smoothly at his side, when a now-familiar voice stopped him, and he realized he’d thanked luck too soon.

“You don’t know how grateful I am.” Katelyn had changed out of her fancy pumps into sneakers and was pacing near the airport café’s entrance, almost yelling into her cellphone. “Thank you so much. I’ll see you soon. Thank you,” she repeated.

Brian wondered why she was still in the airport after all this time, and caught himself feeling curious about the identity of the recipient of all that gratitude. He gave himself a mental kick. Why should he care?

He was almost at his jeep when he heard fast feet sprinting up behind him. Someone was in a hurry. He stepped to one side, wheeling his suitcase out of their path. To his surprise, the runner didn’t bolt past.

“Brian, thank goodness. You’re still here.”

“Uh huh?”

Under the grimy yellow glow of a nearby streetlight, Katelyn looked jaundiced and even more tired and stressed than when they’d spoken earlier. She blinked rapidly and swallowed hard, as if trying to steel herself to do or say whatever was coming next.

“Brian, I . . . ” She inhaled deeply. “I do need your help, after all. A ride, if you’re still offering.”

“I . . .” he started, then looked around. Where were her two appendages, a.k.a. children, not to mention that pathetic excuse for a dog?

Apparently she read his mind. “A friend of mine happened by the cafeteria. She’s grabbing a coffee before her flight and agreed to watch the kids and Monster while I chased after you.”

Brian opened his mouth to speak, but didn’t get a chance.

“I wouldn’t bother you,” she rushed on, “but that was before I realized there’s only one business in this whole forsaken valley with space left for the night. I finally got that sorted, and then, just now, was trying to rent a car, but there are none left, if you can believe it.”

She was babbling and Brian struggled to keep up. The first thing out of his mouth wasn’t an agreement or a refusal to help, however. It was a ridiculously inane observation that made him cringe even as he made it. “I can believe it,” he said. “Greenridge is so busy these days with hopes and dreams of natural gas pipelines and a big business boom that the existing infrastructure can’t support the influx of people to the area.”

Katelyn looked at him blankly.

“Oh, right,” he said. “Not really the point. Yes, I can give you a lift. Where to?”

“A little place a bit off the beaten path, I’m afraid. River’s Sigh B & B.”

Brian gawked at her. “Seriously?”

Katelyn’s eyes widened and her voice sharpened with concern. “What? No, don’t tell me. Is it a total dive? Is it unsafe in some way?”

Brian shook his head emphatically. “No, nothing like that. Not at all. It’s just of all the places you might end up . . . River’s Sigh B & B belongs to my brother Callum and his wife Jo.”

“No way!”

“Yeah, if you can believe it,” he said, unintentionally echoing her earlier words.

“Oh, I can believe it all right,” she echo-muttered too. “Greenridge really, really, really is an armpit.”

Brian laughed. “Well, I don’t know about that, but it is pretty small all right.”

“So you know how to get there?”

“As easily as I can find myself in the dark.”

She gave him a weird look, apparently finding his wording as awkward as he felt. “Okay, great. And thank you so much. I’ll grab Lacey and Sawyer and our gear and we can be off.”

His jeep was full to bursting as they headed out of the airport’s parking lot and onto the highway. Katelyn’s kids, safely secured in the back seat, were oddly quiet to Brian’s way of thinking—though he was the first one to admit he was no expert on children. Plus it was after midnight; they were probably asleep with their eyes open. Katelyn was quiet too, leaving Brian to his thoughts and the formulation of some tentative plans.

He’d drop off his unexpected cargo, say hello to Callum and Jo—and maybe talk Callum into letting their parents know he was back, thus stalling his having to see them. There was definitely an advantage to being the baby in a family. Your older siblings happily—or at least routinely—took on responsibilities for you. If only Callum was still practicing law instead of being some baker-slash-bed-and-breakfast-proprietor, Brian bet he could’ve sweet-talked him into the chore of being their mom’s legal counsel, no problem. But then again, though he’d never admit anything as sentimental to Callum, he was happy for him. Not only had his older brother escaped the talons of their father’s law firm and the work he’d never enjoyed, he’d somehow found a love that seemed real and enduring. Time would tell whether Jo and Callum would make it over the long haul, but chances looked good. Their relationship didn’t inspire Brian though, or give him false hope. They were outliers. Flukes that flew in the face of statistics. Their apparently genuine affection—and made for movies story of unrequited young love that got a second chance years later—did not a rule make.

Still, nice as it would be to see Callum and Jo again, what he was looking forward to most was hunkering down in his own space again. Maybe returning home wasn’t the worst thing in the world. His phone buzzed with yet another incoming call, and Brian forgot his plan to leave all communications until the morning. He hit the blue tooth answer button on his dashboard, so he could talk hands-free.

Callum’s voice, weirdly intense, blared from the jeep’s speaker. “Brian, your plane got in. I checked. You need to call me back.”

“Whoa, big bro, it’s not voicemail. I’m here.”

“Thank God. Have you been home yet?” Callum still sounded bizarrely on edge.

“Come on man, where’s the fire? They lost my luggage, so I went out for dinner before—”

“No, that’s just it,” Callum interrupted. “There has been a fire. Your whole place is gone.”

Katelyn gasped, and from the back seat, Lacey revealed she wasn’t asleep after all. “Is the fire at our cabin?” she asked shrilly.

“No, honey,” Katelyn said, turning in her seat. “Close your eyes and try to rest. Everything will be okay. This is about Brian—”

“Not cool, Callum. I’ve got enough to deal with, without one of your lame jokes.”

There was a moment of silence. Then Callum spoke again, more calmly. Somehow his lower volume and steadier cadence were more stressful than his panic had been. A hot knife of fear stabbed at Brian’s guts.

“I’m not joking. I wish I were. The building went up early this morning, but I only found out about it myself a few hours ago because Jo and I were out in the yard. I called you a billion times. I think Mom and Dad have too.”

Brian heard all of Callum’s words, but he couldn’t comprehend them. He was suddenly acutely conscious of the hum of his tires on the empty highway, Sawyer’s heavy breathing in the back seat, and Katelyn’s nervous fidgeting beside him. It was as if his brain, unable—or unwilling—to digest the real news, was seeking respite in trivia.

“It doesn’t look like anyone was hurt, maybe a few cases of smoke inhalation, but that’s pretty much it. We were pretty worried, though, in case you’d caught an earlier flight and were sleeping it off at home. You know how it is—how you’re pretty sure someone’s okay, but you’re not one hundred percent at ease until you touch base.”

“Sorry, wait. Can you stop talking a minute? I can’t take it in. I have to think.”

“Yeah, of course.”

Brian noticed his speedometer and was shocked. He had decelerated to a crawl. Good thing there was no one around. He shoulder checked to confirm it, then signaled and pulled over to the side of the road. His knuckles were white on the steering wheel and he tried to relax his grip.

“Why did we stop?” Lacey’s voice came again in the closest thing to a whine Brian had heard from her since they met.

“Shush, love. Brian needs a second. We’ll be on our way again soon.”

“Who’s with you?” Callum asked. “Is there someone in your jeep with you?”

“It’s a long story.” Brian rubbed his face. “I . . . never mind. I’ll explain later. What am I going to do? I don’t want to stay at the house with Mom, and Dad probably wants to shoot me on sight—”

Callum didn’t disagree. “It’s already








OEBPS/i/i1.png







Copyright (c) 2011 TypeSETit, LLC (typesetit@att.net),
with Reserved Font Name "Allura"

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


This font is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution Share Alike license
(http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/).

Attribution-Share Alike 3.0 Unported
 
You are free:

to Share — to copy, distribute and transmit the work
to Remix — to adapt the work

Under the following conditions:

Attribution. You must attribute the work in the manner specified by the author or licensor (but not in any way that suggests that they endorse you or your use of the work).

Share Alike. If you alter, transform, or build upon this work, you may distribute the resulting work only under the same, similar or a compatible license.

For any reuse or distribution, you must make clear to others the license terms of this work. The best way to do this is with a link to this web page.

Any of the above conditions can be waived if you get permission from the copyright holder.
Nothing in this license impairs or restricts the author's moral rights.




Copyright (c) 2010 - 2012, Matt McInerney (matt@pixelspread.com), Pablo Impallari(impallari@gmail.com), Rodrigo Fuenzalida (hello@rfuenzalida.com) with Reserved Font Name "Raleway"

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/cover.jpg
Is “true love”
a fairy tale?

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

EV BISHOP

own romance at its best!

RA SETO

NYTand USA Today Bestselling Author =
of the Chance Creel: Series RIVER'S SIGH B&B







The StarFont font is created by BB eBooks Co., Ltd., a registered company in the Kingdom of Thailand. This font is intended to supplement glyphs in various eBooks. It is freeware and may be used either for commercial or personal use.

http://bbebooksthailand.com 


